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A Little While Longer 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


‘You're fucking hurting me, motherfucker! he sobs, tears streaming down his face. | roll my eyes subtly at 
him, l'm so tired of his vulnerability. What about me? What about all the ways he's hurt me? He never even 


considers that. Not even when he used to cheat on me daily did he give a damn about my emotions. 


‘Oh please, shut your fucking whining, | mutter annoyedly, sighing and clenching my teeth, clenching my fists. 
I'm so tired of him, so tired of the way he uses his tears to controll me, more often than not. | wondere 
whether it's supposed to be like this, always. 


‘Don't you give a fuck about me at all anymore? he snarls, sliding to the floor and wiping at his cheeks, eyes 
and nose furiously, staring at his feet. He looks so pitiful, so pathetic. A grown man, acting like a little child. 


| sigh again ‘Yes, | do, l'm just not in the mood for this, William. Its always about you, l'm always supposed to 


give into your tears. I'm through with that: My eyes flicker to the TV, but | don't catch any of what flashes 


before my eyes. 


‘Do you think I'm in any fucking mood to be crying?! he exclaims, trying to get my attention. But it won't work, 


not this time. Not anymore. 
‘Not my problem, | respond, ignoring his outburst as he stands up and kicks at the back of the couch with all 
his might. | turn around, craning my neck and meeting his gaze. | see his tears. They sting me, they really do. 


But | won't let him know. 


‘What the fuck is your problem these days anyway? You're not like you used to be, you're so fucking cold, he 


snarls, but he's calming down, too. It's helping not to give in. 
‘You made me this way, | say casually and I'm right. It's all true. 
‘| did not, fuckhead: 


‘You did. You can't get around that one, Will. Sooner or later, it latches onto people, your ways, | explain, more 


to myself than to him. 


He snorts, as | return to the TV. After what feels like an endless silence, his arms come around my neck, his 


forehead resting against the back of my head as he sobs quietly. 
‘| wish your behaviour would latch onto me some more, he whispers hoarsely. 


‘It will, | say, taking his hands in mine and stroking them with my thumbs. ‘You'll see, you're gonna be a lot 


more like me, in time: 


I'm not sure | believe in that myself. Actually, | don't. Neither does he. But we can at least pretend. Pretend 
that it's going to be alright. 


‘Have | changed already? he asks, almost frightened to hear the response. 


| bite my lower lip. ‘Yes, you have. You've really changed, you're not the same; is all | can say. And it's true. 
He's not the same. He used to be enjoyeable, to be frail in a fragile and loveable way. Now he's just coming 
apart and falling to pieces all over the place. He's become more of a machine than a man, it seems. And 


machines have no emotions. They have no heart. 
‘| love you, Saul, he murmurs and nuzzles my cheek with his nose, kisses it gently, ‘Never forget that: | nod. 
| consider whether I'd tell him the same. Do | even know what love is anymore? Does he? Where's that fuzzy 


feeling at the pit of the stomach? Where are those adoring gazes? All| feel at the bottom of my own 


stomach is guilt and fear. All| see in his eyes is desperation, fear and insanity. 


‘| love you too, William, and although the words taste bitterly, | know they were true. For little longer a while, 
they will be true. 


